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i*ti)ioi  IJocmo, 


&t>e  crontratft* 


~»>«®e<:<«— 


Death  in  the  good  man  can  create  no  fears, 
For  he  but  views  it  as  the  mighty  gate 
Which  leads  to  worlds  more  truly  bright  than  this ; 
But  in  the  bad  man,  Oh  !  what  fears  most  dread 
Rush  on  his  tortured  mind  !  those  many  sins, 
Which  seem  to  shut  him  from  the  hope  of  hcav'n, 
Start  on  his  sight ;  while  conscience,  with  a  voice, 
Piercing — though  silent — striking  to  the  heart, 
Tells  him  of  dcccls  which  years  have  longroll'd  o'er. 
Unthinking  wretch  !  the  vanities,  he  prized 
The  height  of  happiness,  all  flee  him  then  ; 


B 


12  POEMS. 

While  those  false  friends  who  once  appear'd  so  kind, 
Who  trod  with  him  the  deadly  path  of  sin, 
When  youth,  and  health,  and  power,  all  were  his, 
Forsake  him,  when  no  longer  he  can  join 
In  what  the  world  calls  pleasure  ;  he  is  left 
To  those  relations,  or  those  few  true  friends 
Who  fly  not  man,  because  he  is  unhappy. 
They  strive  to  sooth  his  pillow,  but  he  feels 
As  one  extended  on  a  bed  of  thorns  ; 
The  thorns  of  sin  are  rank'ling  in  his  soul, 
And  outward  comfort  cannot  bring  a  cure. 
All  thoughts  of  life,  are  swallowed  up  in  this  : 
What  lie  will  be,  when  he  has  leap'd  the  space 
From  this  sad  world,  to  immortality. 
His  conscience  answering,  appears  to  throw 
A  deeper  gloom  on  his  despairing  mind. 
'Tis  then  perchance  his  only  succour  dawns- 
Repenting  of  the  follies  of  his  life, 
Feels  comfort  stealing  to  his  harrow'd  soul. 
Clings  to  that  powerful  reviving  hope 
That  lie  who  died  a  sacrifice  for  sin, 
Will  not  forsake  him,  but  will  bear  him  up, 
Nor  hurl  him  downwards  to  that  dreadful  depth, 
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Whence  those  who  fall,  can  never  rise  again. 
Or  with  a  heart  made  hardened  by  his  sin, 
He  dies  with  blasphemy  upon  his  tongue, 
And  as  he  sinks  to  death,  he  sinks  to  Hell. 
He  yet  had  time  for  some  repentance,  till 
His  God,  indignant  at  his  mispent  life, 
Passed  without  thought  of  future  woe  or  bliss, 
Had  caused  his  heart  too  callous  to  become. 
To  all  his  friends  who  tread  the  goodly  path, 
For  ever  is  he  lost ;  they  ne'er  can  hope 
To  meet  him  in  the  regions  of  the  bless'd. 
Woe  is  his  portion,  and  he  portions  woe 
To  those  he  leaves  behind.     Oh  !  with  what  pain 
His  death  is  witness'd  by  those  faithful  few 
Who  knew  him  in  his  youth,  and  saw  the  wreck 
Of  all  their  hopes,  in  seeing  thus  his  end  ! 
J3ut  think  how  different  the  good  man  dies  ! 
He  sees  death  as  a  friend  ;  causing  no  dread, 
It  comes  like  evening  to  the  labourers  toil, 
And  calmly  leads  him  to  a  land  of  rest. 
To  him  the  sole  attractions  of  the  world, 
Consisting  in  the  friends  whom  heaven  had  sent 
To  cheer  tbe  earth's  vast  solitude  below, 
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It  costs  a  parting  pang,  but  soon  tis  o'er ; 

He  bows  with  resignation  to  the  will 

Of  Him  who  gives,  and  Him  who  takes  away  ; 

He  thinks  they  soon  shall  meet,  and  never  part, ' 

But  spend  eternity  in  pious  joy. 

His  conscience  retrospective  on  his  life, 

Sees  though  he  stray 7d,  he  speedily  came  back, 

To  that  good  path,  though  difficult  yet  true  ; 

And  his  good  deeds  which  sprang  from  heavenly  seed, 

Inspire  him  with  a  hope,  that  they  will  weigh 

( Through  the  redeeming  merits  of  his  God  ) 

Down  the  light  balance  of  his  worldly  sin. 

He  dies  in  peace,  while  Angels  wait  around 

To  bear  his  soul  to  realms  of  endless  bliss. 
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sun  its  0  to  Infancy, 


Sweet  smiling  babe  !  I  would  thy  infant  state 
Could  be  continued,  or  that  ere  too  late, 
Death  would  its  iron  chains  around  thee  cast, 
Nor  let  thee  live  thy  present  peace  to  blast. 
Thy  anxious  mother  by  her  sleeping  child, 
While  gazing",  is  of  ev'ry  woe  beguiled, 
She  little  thinks  of  miseries  in  store, 
For  the  sweet  innocent  she  watches  o'er, 
She  little  thinks,  perchance,  despotic  vice 
May  from  the  path  of  virtue  thee  entice, 
By  artful  steps,  from  bad  proceed  to  worse, 
Till  what's  a  blessing  now,  may  prove  a  curse. 
Should'st  thou  withstand  that  greatest  human  foe, 
Still  mighty  ills  await  thee  here  below  : 
Alas  !  this  world  a  path  of  sorrow  forms, 
And  death  alone  can  shield  thee  from  its  storms. 
None  but  the  selfish  at  thy  death  could  weep, 
And  death  to  thee  would  seem  a  gentle  sleep  : 
Short  is  the  pang,  'twould  cost  thee  love  to  die, 
Wafting  thy  soul  to  immortality. 
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r  riendship,  companion  of  those  roseate  hours, 
When  happy  mortals  bask  in  pleasure's  ray, 
Why,  when  the  cloud  of  chill  misfortune  lowers, 
Bend'st  thou  in  fright  thy  rapid  course  away  ? 

Unstable  passion  !  does  it  not  suffice 
That  youth  and  beauty,  power,  all  must  go  ; 
That  thou  whose  value  is  above  all  price, 
Should'st  fly,  and  fill  the  measurement  of  woe  ? 

In  early  life  we  think  so  true  thy  reign, 
Fall  many  pleasures  in  its  sweets  to  find  ; 
Expect  thy  balm  will  sooth  our  ev'ry  pain  ; 
And  shed  its  comfort  o'er  the  drooping  mind. 

But  Oh  !  we  feel  a  disappointment  great, 
We  see  the  happy  are  alone  thy  care, 
While  hapless  man,  pursued  by  adverse  fate, 
May  oft  unfriended  ev'ry  sorrow  bear. 
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ratntrr. 


How  sweet  is  Winter  to  the  child  of  ease  ! 

Basking  in  luxury,  he  smiling  sees 

Th'  inclement  season  east  its  storms  around 

His  hall  of  pleasure,  where  the  festive  sound 

Of  mirth  and  joyous  revelry  appears 

To  hail  its  coming.     Though  the  tempest  tears 

The  foilage  from  his  woods,  and  round  his  walls 

The  sleet,  the  hail,  the  snow  of  winter  falls, 

These  only  form  an  elemental  spell, 

Circling  domestic  happiness.     As  well 

Beloved  as  loving,  'tis  for  him  the  hearth 
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Of  comfort  blazes  ;  'tis  for  him  the  mirth 

Of  gentle  innocents  to  woe  unknown, 

For  him  the  smile  of  beauty  all  his  own. 

But  Oh  !  how  dreadful  to  the  son  of  care  ; 

Abandon'd  and  alone,  or  doom'd  to  bear 

E'en  greater  woe  ; — to  watch  the  wasting  frames 

Of  those  who  call  him  by  th'  endearing  names 

Of  Father,  and  of  Husband, — to  behold 

Them  sick,  and  wan,  and  miserably  cold  ! 

Nor  house,  nor  shelter,  save  the  portals  proud 

Of  heartless  grandeur;  'tis  on  them  the  loud 

Tempestuous  wind  may  wreak  its   vengeance  wild ; 

The  starving  houseless  parents,  and  the  child, 

( Harmless  and  innocent,  perhaps  as  those 

Who  mindless  of  the  winters  rage,  repose 

In  pillow'd  luxury)   must  bear  the  blasr, 

Or  sink  beneath  it.     Let  the  rich  man  cast 

His  eyes  upon  sucli  scenes  :  he  often  may, 

For  they  are  real ;  let  him  wipe  away 

The  hoar-frost  from  his  window,  and  look  out, — 

They  arc  before  him — 'tis  not  his  to  doubt 

Their  true  existence,  though  he  may  refuse 

The  starving  supplicant  who  wildly  sues 
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For  succour  from  his  hand  ;  and  can  he  feel 
Such  comfort  round  him  and  refuse  th'  appeal  ? 
Yes  :  he  but  acts  an  often  acted  part, 
For  what  does  riches  but  corrupt  the  heart  ? 


"J-^zOf^^-f;" 


l&cflrrttom 


!»©©«■$«— 


He  can  best  with  mis'ry  cope 
When  dark  its  shades  appear, 
Who  despairing,  knows  no  hope, 
And  reckless,  knows  no  fear. 
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'Farewell  my  beloved  one :  beloved  I  must  call  thee; 
Or  why  at  our  parting  this  heart  rending  pain  ? 
May  nothing  but  heaven's  best  blessings  befall  thee, 
Inviting  to  bliss,  till  I  meet  thee  again  : 


We  part;  but  'tis  right  thus  in  pitying  kindness, 
Fate  tears  me  from  one  who  might  win  me  to  earth, 
Though  heaven  itself  could  not  censure  for  blindness, 
In  fixing  my  hopes  near  such  beauty  and  worth. 


POEMS.  21 

But  Oli !  it  must  be  as  was  ever  my  portion, 
To  taste  but  that  happiness  quickly  which  dies. 
Past  woe,  I  immaginedj  had  taught  my  heart  caution, 
And  absence  had  weakenM  loves  soul-binding  ties. 


But  vain  was  that  hope  when  again  led  unto  thee, 
Again  was  I  fated  to  joy  but  to  mourn  ; 
The  light  of  thy  sweetness  reluctantly  drew  me, 
Mid  far  stronger  ties  than  before  I  had  worn. 


Those  ties  ne'er  can  break — we  now  part ;  but  I  ever 
In  bondage  must  sigh,  though  not  sigh  to  be  free  :— 
Believe  me,  dear  Rosa,  thy  lover  can  never 
While  faithful  to  life,  be  unfaithful  to  thee. 
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STIjc  <£?)angr. 
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Sweet  was  her  smile,  but  that  smile  is  gone 
And  pale  the  cheek,  where  its  radiance  shone. 
Bright  was  her  eye,  but  that  eye  is  closed, 
In  a  long  and  dreamless  sleep  reposed. 
Warm  was  her  breast  in  each  virtue  fair, 
Now  coldness  alone  inhabits  there  : 
And  where  and  why  are  these  beauties  fled  ? 
They  moulder  in  earth,  for  she  is  dead. 
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J^et  those  who  like,  the  empty  praises  sing, 

Of  Hall  or  Palace,  they  can  never  bring 

Such  rightful  feeling  to  the  heart  refined  ; 

Can  never  bring  such  musings  to  the  mind, 

As  can  my  theme  :  thoughts  of  lifcs  pomp  wave, 

My  song  is  solemn,  for  I  sing  the  grave. 

Sweet  end  of  life,  sweet  end  of  earthly  woes, 

Misfortunes  children  may  at  least  repose, 

In  thy  cold  arms,  beneath  the  verdant  sod ; 

And  wait  the  mandate  of  th'  eternal  God, 

To  break  deaths  bonds  on  that  tremendous  day, 
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When  all  the  righteous  speed  to  heaven  their  way  : 

Where  he  who  patiently  his  earthly  lot 

Bore  unrebellious,  shall  not  be  forgot ; 

But  shall  receive  in  mansions  ever  fair, 

A  tenfold  recompence  for  earthly  care. 

Then  why  sad  mortal,  as  thou  drawest  near 

The  haven  of  thy  rest,  for  why  that  fear, 

That  evident  reluctance,  and  that  gloom, 

At  being  sent  to  an  eternal  doom  ? 

?Tis  not  the  Grave  which  shakes  thy  fear  worn  frame, 

Thou  canst  not  tremble  at  a  simple  name, 

'Tis  not  the  thought  that  worms  will  on  the  feed, 

But  eye  thy  conscience  :  does  no  deadly  deed 

Shut  thee  from  hope,  and  point  unto  the  Grave, 

As  lightnings  point  unto  the  stormy  wave, 

Which  threatens  ruin  to  the  shattered  bark ; 

And  as  the  thunder  tells  the  presage  dark, 

That  not  a  chance  of  hope  can  then  remain, 

That  now  to  sink  were  ne'er  to  rise  again. 

Such  thoughts  as  these  indeed  must  spread  affright, 

Must  make  the  soul  a  realm  of  cheerless  night 

But  in  that  bosom,  where  religion  's  light 

Triumphant  reigns  enthoned  within  the  heart, 
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Thoughts  of  the  Grave  must  lose  their  poignant  smart. 
But  still  must  those,  who  in  this  world  possess 
Enough  of  joy  their  present  life  to  bless, 
Although  with  hopes  of  heavenly  bliss,  receive 
Death's  summons  with  a  sigh  ;  for  thus  to  leave 
In  dark  uncertainty  of  future  fate, 
Those  many  pleasures  which  in  life  create 
An  earthly  paradise,  where  seems  to  reign 
Enough  of  joy,  must  give  these  happy,  pain. 
'Tis  only  he  arrived  at  pleasure's  end, 
Who  seeks  in  vain  on  earth  to  find  a  friend, 
Whom  fortune  flies,  from  and  the  world  forsakes, 
When  each  fond  human  tie  which  hound  him,  breaks. 
Smiles  at  the  Grave  ;  and  death  can  calmly  meet ; 
In  hope  of  finding  at  his  Makers  feet, 
That  peace  to  him  which  was  on  earth  deny'd, 
Far  from  the  world,  its  coldness,  and  its  pride. 


2(»  roEAis. 


%fobxe&&  to  (&veuc. 
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Alas  !  poor  Greece  ;  thou  now  art  left  to  bear 
Thy  ruin'd  fortunes,  friendless  and  alone, 
No  noble  land  will  share  thy  pious  care, 
Though  all  have  heard  thy  help  entreating  moan. 

Ah  !  who  would  think  that  nations  ever  stood. 
And  saw  a  band  of  infidels  accursed, 
Revel  their  fill  in  injured  christians  blood, 
Whilst  ev'ry  tie  of  law  and  truth  they  burst. 

And  not  with  hearts  by  honest  vengeance  fired, 
Oppose  the  monsters  in  their  work  of  gore  ; 
But  no  !  such  sparks  of  feeling  are  expired, 
Ne'er  ne'er  to  warm  a  statesman's  bosom  more. 
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But  mind  not  Greece  ;  though  Nations  will  not  thee 
Through  shameful  cruel  policy  defend, 
Still  let  those  hearts  united  to  be  free, 
Be  firm  and  dauntless,  faithful  to  the  end. 

Let  those  proud  Turks  who  freemen  seek  to  bind, 
And  make  them  bow  subjected  to  their  laws, 
Soon  by  the  conduct  of  each  Grecian  find, 
Greece  yet  has  men  to  fight  their  country's  cause. 

Remember  well,  for  liberty  ye  fight, 
Arm  then  for  Greece  !   go  triumph  o'er  your  foes, 
Forward  !  and  claim  each  native  ancient  right, 
And  shield  your  country  from  a  host  of  woes. 

Oh  !  in  a  cause  so  great,  so  truly  grand, 
Each  Greek  should  swear  to  conquer  or  to  die  ; 
To  hurl  the  tyrants  from  his  native  land, 
Nor  yield  his  freedom  till  his  latest  sigh. 
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Song. 
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To  love  and  be  decelv'd 

Where  most  we  look'd  for  truth  * 

Then  sighs  o'er  broken  vows  believed 

In  fond  confiding  youth  ; 

To  seek  in  friendship  rest, 

But  Ah  !  our  trust  repent, 

When  faith  and  honor  are  profess'd, 

And  falsehood  only  meant; 

This  is  love  ;  this  is  woe  ; 

This  is  friendships  fate  below. 
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To  meet  no  fond  return 
To  feelings  warm  and  pure, 
Save  such  as  for  a  moment  burn 
Too  brilliant  to  endure  ; 
Till  finding  all  deceive, 
That  once  seem'd  true  and  fair, 
The  finer  feelings  dieand  leave 
The  calmness  of  despair , — 

Tiiis  is  love  ;  this  is  woe ; 

This  16  feelings  fate  below. 
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Hope  is  most  sweet  :  but  Oh  !  a  mighty  pain 

Oft  interupts  the  pleasures  of  her  reign  : 

Fell  Disappointment;,  with  his  pangs  most  dread, 

Dispels  the  joys  her  influence  lias  shed  : 

Thus  hapless  mortals,  who  by  Hope  were  buoy'd, 

In  vain  lament  that  they  her  sweets  enjoy 'd. 

Ask  the  poor  Exile,  forced  to  quit  a  home, 

In  distant  climes  a  wanderer  to  roam, 

When  he  returning  to  his  native  laad, 

Hoping  again  to  join  in  social  band, 

All  that  endear  him  to  a  world  of  pain, 
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And  live  his  days  of  happiness  again ; 

Ask  him  if  pangs  so  bitter  he  had  felt, 

When  by  the  graves  of  those  he  loved,  he  kne'.r, 

If  Hope  had  not,  with  Matt 'ring  finger  sweet, 

Seemed  pointing  out  that  they  in  joy  should  meet  ? 

Hope  comes  with  youth,  and  with  the  opening  mind, 

But  Disappointment  follows  close  behind  : 

And  ere  we  long  have  trod  life's  early  way, 

With  Hope  for  comfort,  and  with  Hope  for  stay, 

It  comes  as  cold  as  comes  the  wintry  blast, 

And  shows  that  Hope,  like  summer,  cannot  lust. 

But  of  her  joys  most  mortals  are  possessed  ; 

To  some  each  coming  period  is  dressed 

By  vivid  fancy,  and  her  ready  aid, 

In  guise  most  lovely  ;  but  Alas  !  to  fade  : 

And  foolish  man  awoke,  as  from  a  dream 

Of  transient  happiness,  beholds  the  gleam 

Of  faithless  Hope,  which  lured  him  on  his  way, 

When  reason  wakens,  fall  to  quick  decay. 

'Tis  then  his  heart  with  Disappointment  (ills  : 

And  Hope  he  ranks  among  a  mortals  ills ; 

He  knows  Hope's  penalty;  he  feels  its  pain  : 

He  curses  Hope,  and  yet  he  Hopes  again. 
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Each  has  his  Hopes  :  and  few  but  soon  become 

The  chosen  objects  of  fond  Lope  to  some. 

E'en  at  the  first,  at  life's  sweet  opening  morn, 

When  just  the  smiling  innocent  is  born. 

At  once  the  parent's  tender  care  and  joy, 

His  future  bliss  their  waking  dreams  employ 

Then  buoyant  thoughts  skim  o'er  his  days  of  youth, 

They  see  his  mind  matured  in  fancy'd  truth  ; 

They  see  him  great,  and  fortunate  ;  and  all 

Parental  fondness  from  on  high  would  call 

In  shape  of  blessings,  wishing  him  secure 

From  all  those  ills  a  mortal  must  endure. 

Such  hopes  and  fancies,  Oh  !  how  truly  vain  ! 

Tis  soon  perceived  they  lead  to  nought  but  pain  : 

When  chilly  Disappointment  calmly  throws 

His  mantle,  darken'd  by  a  host  of  woes, 

O'er  these  fair  scenes.     There  is  a  fleeting  light, 

Which  oft  beguiles  the  traveller  at  night, 

And  though  appearing  quickly  to  recede, 

Still  draws  him  on  ;  he  thinking  it  may  lead 

To  kind  refreshment  in  some  distant  cot, 

Where  past  fatigue  in  rest  will  be  forgot  : 

With  anxious  heart,  he  nears  his  wish'd  for  aim, 
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Quick  vanishes  the  wild  deceitful  flame, 

Sinking  to  earth,  or  melting  into  air; 

Alone  he's  left  to  darkness  and  despair. 

And  such  is  Hope  ;  it  distant,  brightly  burns, 

But  nearly  reach 'd,  to  Disappointment  turns. 

But  should  our  hopes  of  earthly  pleasures  die, 

There  is  a  haven  where  desires  may  fly ; 

Whose  glad  fulfilment  will  depend  alone 

On  us  who  breathed  them  at  our  Maker's  throne. 

Our  Hope  in  heaven,  none  have  cause  to  fear 

That  there  will  Disappointment's  form  appear  : 

Help'd  by  that  grace  which  God  will  ever  send 

On  those  who  asks  it,  and  on  him  depend, 

All,  all  our  hopes  shall  be  fulfil'd  above 

By  an  Almighty,  condesending  love  ; 

And  when  this  worlds  short  woes  and  joys  shall  cease, 

Our  souls  shall  fleet  to  an  eternal  peace. 
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Life  is  like  a  hill  that's  dreary, 
Often  rugged,  seldom  plain, 

When  the  traveller,  though  weary 
Scarce  a  spot  of  rest  can  gain. 


Though  when  first  the  hill  ascending 
Causes  few  have  we  for  woe, 

Yet  we  find  them  fast  extending, 
Onvvard  as  we  cheerless  go. 
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Youth  'tis  said  each  sweet  enjoying, 
Feels  but  innocence  and  mirth  : 

But  each  day  shows  pain  alloying, 
Pleasure  in  its  very  birth. 


Love  most  true,  that's  unrequited, 
Soon  will  wring  a  youthful  heart  ; 

Guileless  faith,  by  falsehood,  blighted, 
May  a  bitter  woe  impart. 


But  whatever  gentle  pleasures 

Youth  may  chance  to  call  its  own, 
Ere  we  can  embrace  their  treasures, 
Youth,  its  joys,  and  all,  are  flown. 


When  the  hill  of  life  ascended, 
Shows  the  dreary  downward  way, 

Buoyant  youthful  hones,  once  splendid, 
Fall,  Alas  !  to  quick  decay, 


E 
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Should  our  youth  in  dissipation, 
Heedless  of  the  end,  be  pass'd, 

When  age  brings  its  meditation, 
Such  vain  joys  can  seldom  last. 


Then  since  life  we  find  is  cheerless, 
Full  of  strife,  and  care,  and  pain, 

Happy  he  who  dying  fearless, 
Goes  a  brighter  world  to  gain. 
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The  man  who  by  his  guileful  ways, 
A  maiden's  innocence  betrays, 

Making  her  weep, 
The  loss  of  worth,  her  brightest  gem, 
The  angry  wave  of  scorn  to  stem 

Repenting  deep. 


Goes  laughing  on  ;  the  world  receives 
A  wretch  who  thus  a  maid  bereaves 

Of  life's  best  prize, 
With  open  arms  ;  and  oft  he's  thought 
E'en  worthy  praise  for  deed  so  wrought 

In  worldly  eyes. 
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But  she  who  thus  should  chance  to  fall, 
In  losing  virtue,  loses  all, 

Ruiri'd  her  fame  : 
And  e'en  of  those  she  once  call'd  friends, 
How  few,  but  what  his  power  lends 

To  spread  her  shame. 


She  eyes  society,  and  sees 

The  wretch  who  rob'd  her  of  her  ease, 

To  honor  raised  : 
Engaged  in  pleasures  fairest  scenes, 
By  flatterers  and  thoughtless  beings 

Caress'd  and  praised. 


Gh  difference  strange  !  that  of  the  two 
The  maid  should  have  the  most  to  rue 

Her  bitter  fate, 
Whilst  he,  who  to  her  guileless  heart 
First  brought  of  sin  the  poignant  smart, 

Should  feel  elate  ! 
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But  so  It  is  ;  should  man  succeed 
To  perpetrate  so  foul  a  deed  , 

In  christian  clinic, 
Shame  stays  not  with  him,  but  will  fly 
To  point  to  ev'ry  passing  eye 

His  victims  crime. 
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Farewell  to  the  pomps  of  the  world  ! 
Farewell  to  its  bliss  and  its  pain  ! 
From  joys  mighty  summit  I'm  hurl'd 
Ah  !  never  to  mount  it  again. 


My  friends  all  I  thought  were  sincere  j 
T  thought  that  my  fair  Rosa  loved. 
It  cost  me  full  many  a  tear, 
When  each  of  them  treacherous  proved. 
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When  power  and  riches  were  mine, 
For  all  that  I  did  was  I  praised ; 
And  while  they  continued  to  shine, 
1  bask'd  in  the  pleasures  they  raised. 

4 

My  Rosa  was  every  thing  kind, 
She  vow'd  all  iny  joy  to  complete  : 
And  ne'er  in  so  youthful  a  mind 
I  thought  to  have  found  such  deceit. 

5 

But  'tis  as  the  worm,  which  will  lurk 
Enclosed  in  the  beauteous  flow'r ; 
And  soon  renders  nature's  sweet  work 
Defiled  by  the  force  of  its  pow'r. 


My  fortune  was  lost  on  the  main  : 
It  wreck'd  all  my  prospects  at  home. 
Oh  !  why  was  I  left  to  complain? 
A  wanderer  hapless  to  roam. 
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I  thought  when  my  sorrows  I  told, 
My  friends  would  great  comfort  impart 
But  they  were  unfeeling  and  cold  ; 
It  struck  like  a  holt  to  my  heart.  * 

8 

And  these  were  the  men  who  profess'd 
A  friendship  most  pure  and  sincere. 
I  sigh'd  :  still  1  thought  I  possess'd 
In  Rosa  a  balm  for  my  care. 


I  went  on  her  bosom  to  fall, 
To  show  her  the  whole  of  my  grief. 
To  tell  her  she  now  was  my  all 
To  her  did  I  look  for  relief. 

10 

But  she  whom  ambition  had  sway'd, 
Seem'd  ne'er  for  my  woes  to  repine  : 
She  told  me,  Ah  !  too  cruel  maid, 
She  never,  Alas  !  could  be  mine. 
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I  flew  from  mankind  in  despair, 
(For  now  all  forsaken  was  I) 
To  lay  down  my  burden  of  care, 
And  far  from  their  presence  to  die. 

12 

I've  wander'd  o'er  common  and  moor  ; 
And  now  in  this  ruinous  shed, 
Soon,  soon,  will  my  journey  be  o'er, 
And  I  sleep  the  sleep  of  the  dead. 

13 

The  night  shades  are  gathering  round, 
As  dark  as  my  destiny  here ; 
The  night  birds  my  requiems  sound. 
The  cold  grass  will  form  me  a  bier. 

14 

I  trust  ere  the  morning  shall  rise, 
On  faith's  brilliant  pinions  to  soar; 
And  join  with  the  bless'd  in  the  skies 
Where  sorrow  can  reach  me  no  more. 
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How  sweet  is  the  bliss  to  have  one  bosom  near  thee. 
In  which  ev'ry  thought  of  the  soul  to  repose, 
One  kind  one  who'll  strive  unto  life  to  endear  thee. 
In  sympathy  sharing  its  pleasures  and  woes. 


lVe  gazed  upon  scenes  to  the  eye  most  enchanting, 

To  me  their  enchantment  have  lost  all  their  tone  : 
1  felt  in  my  heart  that  there  one  tiling  was  wanting  - 

I  felt  in  my  heart  that  I  view'd  them  alone. 


POKMS.  45 


And  thought  if  I  were  but  possess'd  of  that  treasure, 
A  being  to  temper  my  soul  unto  bliss, 
A  scene  half  as  lovely  would  yield  twice  the  pleasure 
My  soul  can  in  solitude  borrow  from  this,. 


When  strains  of  the  Poets  I've  read,  and  it  pleased  me 
To  find  in  them  sentiments  like  to  mine  own, 
Oh  !  then  what  a  pang  of  unhappiness  seized  me, 
I  felt  in  my  heart  that  I  read  them  alone: 


But  dwell  on  their  merit  with  one  sympathetic, 
Each  beauty  in  colours  more  brilliant  'twill  dress, 
Sweet  soul  soothing  joy,  so  sublime,  so  extatic, 
A  pleasure  we  feel,  but  we  cannot  express. 


In  short  life  is  sick'ning  if  lonely  we  bear  it, 
And  even  its  pleasures  pall  quick  on  the  sense  : 
When  if  we  possess  but  some  loved  one  to  share  it, 
On  even  its  sorrows  a  joy  'twill  dispense. 
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When  joy  has  gone  its  rapid  course, 

And  left  but  woe  behind, 
How  strange  in  Memory  a  source 

Of  happiness  to  find  ! 
2 
I  ne'er  could  feel  it  so,  when  care 

And  sorrow's  reign  came  on, 
The  Memory  of  joys  ihat  were, 

Made  me  but  feel  them  gone. 
3 
The  ;bark  goes  forth  'neath  summer  skies, 

Rejoicing  in  their  light ; 
But  quickly  storms  and  tempests  rise  ; 

So  passes  day  till  night. 
4 
The  moon  arises  :  o'er  the  sea, 

Her  limpid  radiance  strewing, 
Ah  !  better  far  would  darkness  be, 

It  shows  the  bark  a  ruin. 
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This  world  is  our  own  ;  let  us  cherish 

Those  blessings  which  fleet  with  the  breath, 

A  time  soon  will  come  when  they  peri: 
When  life  must  surrender  to  death. 


As  meteors  that  were  undiminish'd, 
The  glories  commenced  at  their  birth. 

And  burn  till  their  short  course  is  finish'd, 
And  lost  in  the  shadows  of  earth  ; — 


Oh  !  let  us  from  youth  till  the  minute, 
That  takes  on  its  wings  our  last  sigh, 

S  eize  all  that  has  happiness  in  it, 
And  shine  on  our  course  till  we  die. 


48  POEMS. 

Co  One  ©epartrfcu 

Let  others  weep  the  selfish  tear 

Which  mourns  the  spirit  fled, 
And  droop  despairing  o'er  the  bier 

Where  lies  their  treasure  dead. 
2 
But  I  will  smiling,  hail  its  flight, 

Nor  wish  its  sad  return, 
To  life  and  sorrows  cheerless  night  : 

The  selfish  only  mourn. 
3 
The  prison'd  bird,  whose  mate  has  flown 

His  cage  to  warble  free, 
Though  left  in  slavery  alone, 

Sings  o'er  her  liberty. 
5 
So  should  we  joy,  when  friends  we  love 

Burst  the  restraints  of  earth, 
And  soar  to  meet  in  realms  above 

The  recompense  of  worth. 
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Beloved  one,  farewell  !  Oh  !  I  scarcely  can  write 
That  word  which  reminds  me  that  now  we  must  part, 
Sad  moment  !  that  throws  all  the  gloom  of  the  night 
On  sweet  dawning  joy  which  enlighten'd  my  heart. 

2 
My  soul  scarce  had  revel'd  enough  in  the  bliss, 
So  lately  it  felt  at  our  meeting  again, 
When  fate,  cruel  fate,  sends  a  parting  like  this, 
And  quickly  revives  the  dominion  of  pain. 

3 
We  met  but  to  part,  may  we  part  but  to  meet, 
Like  twin  blooming  flowers,  when  stormy  winds  blow, 
And  though  sad  our  parting,  our  meeting  so  sweet, 
Shall  steal  from  our  hearts  each  remembrance  of  woe. 

4 
But  should  dearest  maid,  in  some  far  distant  scene, 
Thy  thoughts  widely  wandering  light  upon  me, 
We  meet  then  in  thought :  for  though  years  intervene, 
My  soul  will  its  love  watch  keep  ever  o'er  thee. 
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Thou  weepest,  and  tis  friendship's  tear, 

At  Sepcration  flowing 
From  one  thy  feeling  heart  holds  dear, 
A  weary  way  who's  going, 
Ah  !    sad  his  fate  to  bid  adieu, 
To  friendship  as  thy  friendship  true. 

And  such  the  tears  I'd  have  thee  shed, 

When  by  the  world  forsaken, 
Low  in  the  grave  I  rest  my  head 
In  brighter  realms  to  waken, 
And  as  my  spirit  soars  on  high, 
My  requiem  shall  be  thy  sigh. 
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Peace  be  to  the  dead  howsoever  they  died, 
On  deaths  bed  of  rest ;  or  the  red  carron's  side 
Though  even  in  crime  may  their  spirits  have  fled, 
Yet  sacred  their  manes  j  yes,  peace  to  the  dead. 


Let  no  dastard  railer,  the  grave  when  closed  o'er 
The  perishing  form  immortality  wore, 
Though  proud  in  his  own  finite  wisdom,  presume 
To  rail  at  the  errors  which  sleep  in  the  tomb, 
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The  act  is  a  coward's  ;  for  well  must  he  know 
He  strikes  whence  there  cometh  no  answering  blow 
The  act  is  unchristian  ;  the  spirit  hath  flown 
To  answer  for  all  at  omnipotence'  throne. 


And  can  mortal  judge,  without  thinking  he  wrongs 
That  heavenly  throne  to  which  judgment  belongs, 
Can  he  censure  error,  though  great  it  hath  been, 
With  eyes  still  unveil'd  from  the  world  and  its  sin  ? 


No :  e'en  though  in  life  were  the  being  he  blamed, 
The  cold  shaft  of  judgment  should  not  have  been  aim'd, 
But  when  in  the  grave,  sure  the  railer  should  cease, 
And  let  the  dead  rest  in  their  mansions  of  peace, 


The  murderer  dies  ;  but  who  is  it  can  tell 
His  fate  is  less  blcss'd  than  the  Hero's  who  fell 
Exulting  in  carnage,  'mid  fields  of  the  slain, 
For  worldly  distinction  as  fragile,  as  vain. 
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The  poor  man  meets  death  for  demanding  our  purse  j 
But  can  mighty  heaven  consider  him  worse, 
Than  Monarchs  who  armies  most  potent  command, 
O'er  running  with  ruin  and  rapine  a  land  ? 


In  short  none  can  judge  of  the  error  or  crime 
Which  sleep  in  the  tomb,  until  that  awful  time 
When  just  or  unjust  ev'ry  heart  shall  be  read  ; 
Till  then  be  they  sacred  ;  yes,  peace  to  the  dead. 
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II  img  on  ring  on,  'tis  all  the  same  to  thee, 
For  what  thou  ringest,  sweet,  but  senseless  peal  ! 
Alike  the  instrument  of  woe  or  glee, 
Thou  feelest  not,  but  makest  others  feel. 

Now  lightly  floating  on  the  gentle  gale, 
Thy  blending  notes  of  harmony  resound, 
The  soft,  consenting,  blushing  bride  to  hail 
Who  trembling,  passes  o'er  the  sacred  ground. 

But  now  how  changed,  how  solemn  is  thy  tone, 
How  ceased  thy  harmony  !  one  dreary  bell 
Strikes  upon  the  attentive  ear  alone 
And  tells  of  death— it  rings  a  funeral  knell. 
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No  more  in  unison  harmonious  flow 
Thy  strains  melodious  from  the  trembling  spires  ; 
Like  the  proud  heart,  the  solemn  note  of  woe, 
Lonely  in  grief  no  fellowship  requires. 

Again  thy  joyous  bells  triumphant  ring, 
Emblazon'd  banners  high  and  proudly  wave, 
Whilst  to  the  breeze  their  silv'ry  voices  sing, 
The  song  of  vict'ry,  triumphs  of  the  brave. 

Some  may  rejoice,  but  heartless  is  their  joy, 
For  vict'ry's  joys  are  bitterly  alloy 'd  ; 
The  daring  band  that  went  forth  to  destroy 
Are  sunk  in  death,  are  conquer'd  and  destroy'd. 

Ring  on  ring  on  then,  'tis  the  same  to  thee, 
For  what  thou  ringest,  sweet,  but  senseless  peal  ! 
Alike  the  instrument  of  woe  or  glee, 
Thou  feelest  not,  but  makest  others  feel. 


Mum* 
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Farewell  to  the  amorous  strain, 
Fond  song  of  the  child  of  desire  ! 
The  wreaths  I  have  broken  in  twain, 
Which  bound  me  enchain'd  to  thy  lyre. 


Farewell  to  the  loud  harp  of  praise  ! 
Farewell  to  the  shrill  note  of  gladness  ; 
No  song  shall  my  future  muse  raise, 
But  deep  in  the  measure  of  sadness  ! 


n 
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The  flowers  life's  path  which  array'd, 
Though  brilliant  the  colours  they  grew  in, 
From  the  first  have  but  blossom'd  to  fade ; 
And  now  be  my  song  of  their  Ruin. 


Yes  !  Ruin,  'tis  thou  art  my  theme- 
For  thee  my  wild  harp  I'll  awaken 
From  pleasure's  enervating  dream, 
Too  long  a  repose  it  has  taken. 


How  vain  thus  to  revel  in  joys, 
As  if  ties  of  bliss  could  not  sever 
Till  Ruin  the  vision  destroys, 
And  joy  leaves  the  bosom  for  ever  ! 
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CANTO  FIRST. 


Could  I  the  song  of  inspiration  pour 
To  sing  thy  rise,  O  Ruin  !    I  must  soar 
Mid  sacred  mystery  a  higher  flight 
Than  he  who,  garb'd  in  revelation's  light, 
Of  earth's  creation,  and  of  heaven's  told  ; — • 
Moses,  the  bless'd  historian  of  old. 
But  as  this  cannot  be,  to  sing  thy  birth  ; — 
To  tell  of  strange  events  before  the  earth 
In  new  born  vigour  had  begun  its  course  ; — 
To  trace  thy  mighty  powers  from  their  source  ;• 
Were  but  presumption,  daring,  weak,  and  vain  : 
I  will  but  sing  the  triumphs  of  thy  reign 
From  earth's  creation,  and  surmise  no  more, 
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But  tread  the  path  which  thou  hast  trod  before. 

Just  open'd  into  life,  and  pure  as  young, 

Was  our  first  parent :  '  tvvas  before  the  tongue 

Of  satan  had  deceived  him  ;  e'en  before 

Satan's  beguiled  auxiliary,  who  wore 

So  fair  a  form,  that  Adam,  who  believed 

That  loveliness  was  virtue,  was  deceived 

Unto  his  own  destruction ; —     Yes  'twas  ere 

This  still  deceiver,  though  deceiver  fair 

Was  as  a  help  mate  unto  Adam  given  ; — 

When  from  the  treasures  of  eternal  heaven. 

Came  soft  religion  to  the  new-born  child 

Of  God's  creation  ;  and  its  doctrine  mild 

Was  faith,  and  love,  obedience ;  no  more  : 

It  needed  not  the  expiating  gore 

For  man's  transgression  after  ages  shed, 

The  blood  of  cattle,  and  the  fruits  which  fed 

The  altars'  fire.     For  man  was  then  as  pure 

As  heaven's  Angels,    Yes  !  he  could  endure 

The  gracious  presence  of  his  God  and  friend 

Without  a  fear.     Oh  !  that  hell's  pow'r  should  bend 

So  beautiful  a  soul  to  death  and  sin 

With  guileful  vice  the  mastery  to  win 
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O'er  what  was  all  God's  own  !     With  error  came 
Its  ever  close  attendants,  conscious  shame, 
And  poignant  wretchedness,  and  guilty  fear. 
No  more  the  trembling  lost  ones  could  draw  near 
The  awful  presence  of  their  injured  God. 
They  fled  dismay'd  ;  as  through  fair  Eden  trod 
The  being  once  they  met  with  open  brow 
Of  fearless  innocence  and  truth.     'Twas  now 
For  ietribution's  sake  religion  near'd 
A  sterner  form  ;  and  unto  man  appeared 
In  vengeance  as  in  love  :  in  either  just, 
And  still  the  hold  in  which  the  meek  might  trust 
For  pardon  and  for  peace  ;  that  promise  sweet, 
That  saving  hope  which  God  allow'd  to  greet 
The  woe-lorn  hearts  from  Eden's  bliss  expel'd, 
Gave  them  new  life  ;  while  expectation  held 
His  vivid  court  in  each  all  hoping  breast, 
That  one  would  come  to  grant  the  sinner  rest, 
And  give  him  back  to  joy.     Religion  still 
Was  found  the  refuge  from  eternal  ill ; 
Still  leading  on  to  life,  to  heaven  and  peace  ; 
Though  dreadful  to  the  sinner  none  need  cease 
To  prize  its  gift,  who  glory'd  not  in  vice 
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And  let  the  blandishments  of  earth  entice 

Their  faithful  souls  from  heaven.     Yet  'twas  ne'er 

The  gentle  doctrine  which  the  happy  pair 

Of  Eden  first  received  :  the  altars  raised 

To  God  in  supplication  fiercely  blazed 

And  mark'd  religion's  form.     Within  the  heart 

It  made  the  trembling  mortal  feel  the  smart 

Of  sins  committed  ;  and  inspired  a  dread 

Of  dark  futurity  :  whilst  Ruin  spread 

His  murky  wings  by  heaven's  high  command 

Towards  devoted  earth,  the  future  land 

Of  his  inheritance:his  withering  breath 

Gave  forth  the  wild  song  of  his  reign  of  death. 
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Song  of  Stunt, 
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Let  the  flower  droop  ! 
Let  the  flower  die  ! 
Let  the  proud  bird  stoop, 
From  his  course  on  hiffh  ! 
Let  the  beast  too  fall  ! 
Nature's  self  decay  ! 
Man,  and  earth,  and  all, 
Are  beneath  my  sway. 
Closed  fair  Eden's  gate, 
Labour,  sorrow,  pain, 
Now  be  mortals'  fate 
Ne'er  t'will  ope  again  ! 
Hell !  my  mandate  hear 
Subject  to  my  will  ! 
Let  on  earth  appear, 
From  thy  shades  of  ill 
Envy,  hatred,  strife, 
Yes  !  each  mis'ry  come 
At  my  call  to  life  ! 
Earth  shall  be  thy  home. 
Man  his  fall  has  wrought 
From  his  blissful  seat  : 
By  my  power  taught 
Be  his  fall  complete. 
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All  nature  was  convulsed  ;  the  sun  in  gloom 
Veil'd  his  fair  light  when  from  the  troubled  womb 
Of  groaning  hell,  which  Ruins  stern  command 
Had  open'd  unto  earth,  a  hideous  band 
'Mid  fearful  howls  advanced.    First  murder  came  j 
Horrid  his  course  ;  his  eyes  of  vivid  flame 
Darted  their  lightnings  from  beneath  a  brow 
In  darkness  rivaling  the  cloud,  which  now 
O'ershadowing  the  earth,  appear'd  to  be 
The  judgment  robing  of  the  Deity. 
By  Ruin  calf  d,  when  Hatred,  Malice,  Fraud, 
And  all  the  host  of  crime  have  stalk'd  abroad  ; — > 
When  trains  of  miseries  have  gone  their  way 
O'er  mourning  earth,  their  now  devoted  prey  ; — 
What  fiend  is  this  with  rugged  visage  dread, 
With  limbs  enchain'd,  and  snake  surrounded  head, 
Forward    that  comes,  and  leads  a  grisly  band, 
His  eye  expressive  of  a  fierce  command  ? 
'Tis  raving  madness,  and  his  ghastly  train  ; 
Want,  Sickness,  Phrcnsy,  Blasphemy,  and  Pain  ! 
To  scour  the  earth,  the  wretched  brain  to  find 
Where  varied  woes  or  accident  the  mind 
Has  roughly  shaken,  and  of  strength  bereft  ; 
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And  seize  as  prey,  the  wreck  affliction  left. 

Screeching  they  pass,  who  follows  ?     Is  it  still 

Another  branch  of  this  o'erwhelming  ill  ? 

Yes  :  but  she  wears  a  guise  so  truly  sweet, 

That  melancholy  madness  woe  will  greet, 

Oft  as  a  friend  :  she  comes,  our  senses  die, 

And  deep  oblivion  bids  reflection  fly 

The  sweetest  sounds  now  float  upon  the  gale  ; 

And  seem  to  tell  a  melancholy  tale 

Of  pleasures  gone  ;  of  friends  for  ever  lost ; 

Of  hopes  all  blighted  ;  and  affections  cross'd. 

With  placid  face,  but  mark'd  by  many  woes, 

The  mournful  smiles  alike  on  friends  and  foes. 

'Tis  all  the  same  where  reason's  light  has  fled, 

And  left  a  heart  to  ev'ry  feeling  dead. 

Now  wild  her  eye,  now  cast  attentive  down, 

She  calmly  twines  a  straw-wove  fragile  crown, 

To  deck  her  hair,  which  in  the  wild  wind  floats  ; 

And  peaceful  breathes  those  soul  enchanting  notes, 

Which  make  the  wretched  in  woe's  tangled  net 

Long  in  such  madness  mis'ry  to  forget, 

Unlike  the  first,  which,  as  a  raging  fire, 

Starts  through  the  brain,  consuming  with  his  ire, 
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This  as  the  stream  of  Lethe,  though  more  kind, 
Taking  not  thoughts  of  pleasure  from  the  mind, 
In  sober  sadness,  dark  but  mildly  flows, 
And  steals  from  man  his  sense  of  human  woes  , 
Yet  breeds  it  Ruin,  even  though  it  will 
Oft  take  the  thoughts  from  dwelling  upon  ill. 
Draw  from  the  heart  those  feelings  which  create 
More  pain  than  pleasure  in  man's  lost  estate, 
Oh  !  it  must  cast  affliction's  deepest  gloom 
O'er  those  who  once  beheld  in  nature's  bloom 
The  friend  they  loved  ;  and  then  behold  the  mind 
Fall  from  its  height,  and  all  the  ties  which  bind 
Man  unto  man,  and  kindred  soul  to  soulT 
Loose  in  the  crash  which  Ruin  deals  the  whole  ! 
To  see  the  form,  perchance  by  beauty  graced, 
With  quick  decay  unto  a  shadow  waste  ! 
That  eye  which  once  would  melt  at  sight  of  woe 
Or  dance  with  pleasure  then  forget  to  glow 
With  reason's  joy,  and  there  no  tears  remain, 
To  show  a  feeling  for  an  others  pain  ! 
That  heart  indeed  must  be  of  nature  hard, 
Which  could  such  sight  with  apathy  regard  : 
Yet  knew  that  mind,  e'er  misery  the  knell 


roEiws.  6$ 

Of  reason  sounded,  and  its  fabric  fell. 

But  hail  soft  madness  !  when  the  dregs  are  drain'd 

From  out  the  cup  of  woe,  and  man's  enchain'd 

In  painful  musings  on  his  bitter  fate, 

Thou  kindly  comest  opening  the  gate 

For  sense  to  flee  through,  and  despotic  reign 

Fantastic  ruler  of  her  seat,  the  brain. 

What  if  perchance  it  deals  around  him  woe 

Jf  misery  has  friends  ?     But  Oh  !  too  oft  they  go 

When  man  needs  kindly  succour,  and  will  fly 

To  those  who  bask  in  joy's  sweet  luxury. 

But  should  by  accident  some  friend  be  found, 

Who  ne'er  forsook  him  at  affliction's  sound, 

He  should  consider  him  as  bless'd  to  be 

So  far  removed  from  fresh  calamity  ; 

And  should  not,  even  if  his  finite  voice 

Could  call  back  sense,  attempt  it;  but  rejoice 

That  sense  has  flown,  and  left  a  heart  behind, 

In  which  affliction  ne'er  a  place  can  find. 

Madness,  the  grave  of  feeling  being  so, 

Becomes  as  well  the  grave  of  poignant  woe  : 

Or  why  the  stoic  happier  than  he, 

Whose  feelings  toss  him  on  the  troubled  sea 
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Of  human  passions  ?    Is  it  not  because 

The  stoic  dares  to  give  his  feelings  laws  ? 

The  stoic  dares  to  check  them,  when  they  strive 

To  keep  a  foolish  useless  grief  alive. 

And  as  but  few  have  minds  possess'd  of  force 

To  check  the  feelings  in  their  rapid  course, 

They  still  have  woe  till  madness  lends  her  aid,       ^ 

And  all  the  feelings  sink  into  the  shade 

Of  deep  oblivion,  what  no  thoughts  invade,  J 

But  what  are  transient :    if  madmen  think, 

'Tis  as  the  sensual,  who  wildly  drink, 

Till  sense  has  vanish'd.  Thoughts  wing  through  the^ 

Their  rapid  course  ,•  but  traces  scarce  remain   [brain 

Of  them  an  instant  :  fur  a  giddy  train 

Come  rushing  onward  of  so  light  a  kind, 

They  scarce  possess  before  they  leave  the  mind. 

Love  !  unto  thee,  thou  theme  of  Poets  song, 

Does  melancholy  madness  owe  a  throng 

Of  gentle  vofries  harbouring  in  her  arms  ; 

Who  disappointed  of  the  many  charms 

They  think  to  find  in  thee  ;  have  sunk  beneath 

The  press  of  woe,  and  worn  the  willow  wreath. 

Yet  Oh  !  I  wrong  thee,  love  ;  tis  not  on  thee 
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The  imputation  which  I  cast  should  be, 
For  I  as  well  might  throw  a  mighty  blame 
On  gentle  hope,  as  dare  to  link  thy  name 
With  ought  but  happiness  :  nor  hope,  nor  love, 
Can  from  the  mind  its  tone  of  sense  remove  ; 
No  !  rather  disappointment,  whose  fell  breath 
Blasts  human  prospects,  dealing  round  him  death 
To  hope,  to  love,  and  ev'ry  fabric  fair, 
Which  foolish  man  delights  to  build  in  air, 
Yes  !    Disappointment,  thou  who  comest  fast 
On  hopes  fair  tract,  in  anxious  haste  to  blast 
Those  fairy  visions  which  will  oft  beguile 
The  heart  of  man  from  woe  a  little  while ; 
Thou  who  delightest  when  each  hopes  burns  fair, 
To  quench  its  light  with  clammy,  cold  despair  ; — 
Yes  :  tis  to  thee  that  gentle  madness  owes 
Full  many  subjects  of  her  deep  repose  ; 
And  to  her  ruffian  brother  hast  thou  lent 
Too  oft  thine  aid,  to  swell  his  trains,  who  vent 
Their  hellish  rage  in  curses  dark  and  deep, 
And  actions  dread,  that  e'en  revenge  would  weep 
To  see  the  direst  enemy  he  had, 
Reduced  to  bear  a  destiny  so  sad. 
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To  see  him  on  a  vile  existance  draw, 

Clanking  his  chains  amid  the  rotten  straw 

Which  forms  his  bed  in  dungeon  dark  and  drear  ; 

Govern'd  by  stripes,  by  famine,  and  by  fear. 

If  thoughts  of  long-past  woe  have  fled  his  brain, 

He  still  has  woe  in  present  ceaseless  pain  ; 

If  he  no  longer  thinks  of  blasted  hopes, 

And  reason's  miseries,  each  day  he  copes 

With  pangs  so  dread,  that  if  fatigued  with  strife, 

He  raised  his  daiing  hand  against  his  life. 

Where  is  the  wonder  ?     Reason  being  dead, 

And  everv  thought  of  kind  religion  (led. 

He  only  seeks,  to  fly  his  present  pains, 

And  instinct  teaches  how  to  break  his  chains, 

Grant,  awful  Ruin  !  if  I  cannot  bear 

With  strength  sufficient  all  the  load  of  care 

Which  falis  to  me  in  this  sad  mortal  state, 

And  sink  to  madness,  let  it  be  my  fate 

Not  to  become  the  victim  of  its  rage  ; 

But  softly  sink,  and  gently  disengage 

My  thoughts  from  woe  :  let  melancholy  lend 

Her  soothing  aid  ;  and  madness  is  my  friend. 

F.nd  of  First  Canto. 
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Ruin,  I  late  have  sung  thy  entrance  dread 
Into  the  world,  and  of  the  mis'ries  led 
From  Hell's  abyss  of  woe  :    I  now  will  sing 
Thy  works  of  devastation  ;  nor  need  bring 
From  distant  times  examples  of  thy  might. 
Thou  art  before  me,  and  before  the  sight 
Of  ev'ry  son  of  clay  ;  thy  pinions  dark 
O'ershadow  ev'ry  path  ;  we  see  the  mark 
([t  needs  not  deep  research  thy  power  to  learn) 
Of  thy  strong  hand,  which  ever  way  we  turn, 
We  view  all  nature  hast'ning  to  decay  ; 
All  bloom,  and  droop,  and  fade  in  death  away. 
The  roseate  blush  which  Traces  beauty's  bloc 
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Soon  flies  ;  the  pale  complexion  of  the  tomb 
Usurps  its  place  :  where  balmy  kisses  press'd, 
The  hideous  worm  now  forms  its  noxious  rest, 
And  reptiles  revel  in  those  eyes,  from  whence 
Once  beam'd  the  radiance  of  the  child  of  sense  : 
Or  banquet  in  that  brain,  once  reason's  seat  j 
Or  riot  in  the  heart  which  once  could  beat 
With  love,  with  friendship,  and  the  ties  which  bind 
In  silken  bonds  the  feeling  of  mankind. 
Behold  yon  mould'iing  walls,  yon  aged  tower, 
Whose  frowning  height  appears  to  mourn  the  hour 
When  all  its  grandeur  fell ;  where  cannon  roar'd 
In  stern  defiance  ;  where  the  festive  board 
Invited  to  the  feast  ;  where  minstrels  strain 
Was  but  of  pleasure,  which  appear'd  to  reign 
As  in  its  chosen  scat  ;  where  chieftains  proud 
By  vassals  hail'd  with  acclamations  loud, 
Dared  even  monarchy  to  strike  the  blow, 
To  lay  their  ancient  boasted  honours  low  : 
Mark  the  reverse  :  yes  !  Ruin,  they  now  own 
Thy  lev'ling  power :  list  !  the  loud  wind's  moan 
Appears  in  lamentation  wild  to  mourn, 
The  loss  of  honors  never  to  return. 


Where  now  tlie  minstrel's  strain  or  warlike  sound, 

The  faithful  vassals  crowding  Chief  around, 

The  nohle  Baron,  01  t!ie  Lady  bright. 

Of  former  days  the  glory   and  the  light  ? 

Where  are  they  now? What?  have  they  met  their  fall? 

Thy  arm  O  Ruin  !  has  o'ertaken  all. 

Each  in  the  march  of  time  become  thy  prey  3 

Might,  rank,  and  beauty,  all  have  pass'd  away. 

The  night  bird  hoots  5  ill-omen'd  ravens  scream  : 

What  shade  is  this,  which  in  the  pale  moon  beam 

Its  solemn  course  through  yonder  pile  goes  on, 

A  feeble  glimmer  of  a  light  that  shone  ? 

Much  injured  fair  !  the  gentle  task  be  mine 

To  sing  thy  sorrows  :  sorrows  such  as  thine, 

By  Ruin  wrought,  in  certainty  belong 

To  Ruin's  bard  ;   belong  to  Ruin's  song. 

The  gentle  Ella,  and  her  aged  sire, 

Lived  in  their  cot  in  peace.     Ambition  higher 

Than  to  be  good,  which  is  the  first  to  know, 

They  neither  felt,  that  love  should  be  a  fos 

To  such  fair  happiness,  is  strange  ;  but  st'll 

Love  was  their  enemy:  that  love  which  will 

Full  oft  create  a  world  of  bliss  around, 
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Here  spoiTd  the  fabric  of  the  Wts§  it  found. 

Owen  had  been  a  soldier,  and  fought  well 

For  Wales  and  freedom.     When  his  country  fell,, 

He  sought  protection  from  an  aged  Chief, 

Once  Baron  of  these  towers,  here  a  brief, 

But  blissful  period  he  pass'd  in  rest ; 

And  Ella  too  was  happy,  she  possess'd 

A  parent's  love,  a  parents  fondest  care. 

Thus  did  events  their  mildest  features  wear, 

And  lull'd  them  in  security  ;  when  burst 

The  gather'd  storm  of  Ruin.     From  the  first 

rJ  heir  high  protector  had  beheld  with  love 

The  youthful  Ella.     As  the  startled  dove, 

Nestles  still  closer  in  her  leafy  bower, 

When  the  hawk  soars  abroad  ;  so  in  the  hour 

Their  feudal  Chief,  accustom'd  to  command. 

In  supplication  deign'd  to  ask  her  hand, 

So  much  beneath  him,  for  protection  flew 

Ella  unto  her  father.     Little  knew 

The  artless  girl,  a  vassal  e'en  in  word 

Must  show  the  same  opinion  us  the  lord 

He  owe's  allegiance  to,  much  more  in  deed  : 

And  Owen  felt  although  his  heart  mie-lit  bleed. 
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To  yield  its  treasure,  still  his  will  was  law, 
Which  now  disputed.     Soon  poor  Ella  saw 
Her  fate  was  fixed,  to  dedicate  her  life 
To  one  she  could  not  love,  become  the  wife 
Of  age,  perhaps  of  crime,  (for  tales  there  were 
Of  rapine  and  injustice,  such  as  bear 
The  stamp  of  tyranny  upon  each  line  ;) 
Oh  !  would  ye  have  in  sinful  man  combine 
Each  failing,  error,  crime,  and  passion  dark  ', 
Make  him  a  tyrant,  give  him  power,  and  mark 
How  to  that  hateful  character  belong 
The  hosts  of  human  sin  !     But  to  my  song. 
Pale  was  fair  Ella's  cheek  ;  her  spirits  flown 
Gave  place  to  care  ;  but  mourn'd  the  fair  alone  ? 
No  :  there  was  one,  by  soft  compassion  moved. 
Who  saw  her  woe  and  pity'd,  till  he  loved. 
The  aged  Baron,  like  the  plants  which  shoot 
The  fairest  flowers  from  a  poison'd  root, 
Possess'd  a  son,  to  whom  all  gracious  heaven 
The  virtues  fair  his  father  spurn'd,  had  given. 
He  oft  had  seen  sweet  Ella ;  but  he  ne'er 
Conceived  he  bore  affection  for  the  fair, 
Untill  she  had  become  his  father's  bride  : 


77  POJBMS. 

'Twas  then  no  longer  that  his  heart  could  hide 

The  seeret  from  itself;  he  felt  he  bore 

A  love  for  one  whom  he  must  love  no  more, 

Alas  !  this  love  by  Eila  was  requited  ; 

Each  mourn'd  in  silence  o'er  affections  blighted. 

The  month  winch  saw  his  hapless  child  a  wife, 

Ended  the  sorrows  of  old  Owen's  life, 

The  earliest  tie  which  bound  her  unto  earth, 

Thus  burst  in  twain  ;  her  guardian  from  her  birth 

Slept  in  the  grave.     Her  lord  though  first  most  kind 

Soon  grew  austere,  whilst  in  her  youthful  mind 

A  baneful  passion  lurk'd.     Each  day  she  saw 

The  manly  virtues  of  Treglencarn  draw 

His  father's  long  mask'd  failings  to  display, 

Like  as  the  real  gems  transcendent  ray 

Shame  the  false  glow  of  imitations  base. 

To  love  the  being  in  whose  mind  we  trace 

Unsullied  worth,  is  natural  to  those 

Themselves  possess 'd  of  virtue.     Thus  arose 

The  love  between  these  children  true  of  care, 

Love  born  in  sorrow,  cherish'd  in  despair. 

Soon  each  one  knew  the  passion  that  inflamed 

The  other's  bosom  !  neither  could  be  blamed 
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'Twas  not  disclosed  ;  but  rather  each  discovered 

Unhappy  pair!     Still  innocent,  there  hover'd 

Destruction  o'er  their  heads.     The  Baron  well 

Had  mark  d  their  love.     Within  his  breast  a  hell 

Of  passion  raged  ;  a  deep  revenge  lie  swore, 

And  kept  Ins  oath.  Though  years  roll'd  on,  no  more 

Was  heard  of  Ella  ;    by  his  power  confined  ; 

She  droop' d  and  died  !     Treglenearn's  noble  mi, id 

Burst  the  restraint  of  reason.     In  the  keep 

Of  yon  proud  Castle,  in  a  dungeon  deep, 

Beneath  the  wall's  foundation  he  had  been 

Some  vears  enchain'd  :  he  often  strove  to  win 

His  liberation  ;  but  it  was  in  vain 

Untill  one  night  the  staple  of  his  chain 

In  madden'd  rage  he  forced  from  out  the  wall 

His  frenzy'd  fancy  thinking  that  a  call 

From  her  he  loved  (the  mem'ry  of  that  voice 

E'en  madness  sparing)   bidding  him  rejoice 

Relief  was  near  at  hand,  he  wildly  tore 

From  out  his  dungeon  by  a  secret  door, 

Known  to  himself  alone,  and  reach'd  ere  long 

The  castles  walls.     A  portals  fast'ning  strong, 

Stop'd  him  awhile ;  but  yielding  to  his  might, 
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He- undiscovered  onward  went  his  flight, 
With  rapid  step;  and  gain'd  with  running  spent, 
The  ocean's  boundary,  a  height  which  bent 
Its  tow'ring  summit  o'er  the  tranquil  deep, 
Smooth  as  a  mirror  which  appeared  to  sleep 
i^eneath  bright  Cynthia's  ray.     Deceitful  sea  ! 
Thou  look'st  as  if  no  storm  could  ruffle  thee. 
Such  was  my  early  youth,    Freglencarn  cried, 
When  sorrow  came,  and  lash'd  the  peaceful  tide, 
Untill  it  foam'd  with  mis'ry's  madd'ning  storm. 
Life's  scenes  adieu  !  there  came  a  lovely  form, 
And  said  that  must  die  ;  for  in  that  brief 
Sweet  intimation  of  "  There  corae's  relief,  " 
Death  was  but  meant,  and  death  [  go  to  meet. 
Thy  gentle  spirit,  Ella,  soon  shall  greet 
My  peaceful  entrance  in  those  realms  where  dwell 
Eternal  joys.     He  leap'd  the  height,  and  fell 
From  erag  to  crag  ;  and  ere  the  waves  received 
His  mangled  form,  he  must  have  been  bereaved 
Of  earthly  pain.     And  as  departed  friends 
Sink  in  the  wave  of  death,  although  it  rends 
Our  hearts  awhile  ;  yet  soon  a  calm  spreads  o'er 
And  the  cold  dead  disturb  pur  thoughts  no  more  ; 
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So  as  his  body  sank,  the  blood  tinged  main 

Spread  a  few  circles,  and  was  calm  again. 

And  this  was  love  :  would  vou  know  more  it  aid 

In  Ruins  cause,  see  the  forsaken  maid, 

Who  mourns  her  happiness  her  honor  lost, 

And  broken  vows,  and  fond  affections  cross'd. 

Her  friends  abandon  her;  and  left  forlorn, 

The  ever  pointed  taunting  hand  of  scorn 

Is  turn'd  towards  her  ;  of  her  worth  bereft, 

Closed  the  Paternal  door  for  ever  left; 

And  this  for  what  ?     In  sweet  confiding  youth, 

She  fondly  trusted  in  a  villain's  truth. 

Where  can  she  free  ?     How  seldom  does  the  hand 

Of  soft  compassion  draw  again  to  land 

The  feeble  strucr^ler  in  the  ocean  vast 

Of  infamy  and  sin  !  how  often  cast 

From  ev'ry  hold  she  clings  to,  till  the  wave 

Of  Ruin  draws  the  being  none  will  save 

Back  to  a  sea  of  storms,  where  baneful  vice 

Throws  its  temptations  round  her,  to  entice 

The  fallen  maid  to  fall  to  deeper  sin, 

She  stops,  she  sees  no  help,  and  plunges  in  ; 

Nor  thinks  of  penitence  or  virtue  more, 
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Till  youth  lias  fled  :  then  cast  upon  the  shore 
Of  cold  neglect,  the  pangs  of  conscience  lend 
Their  hel!  to  rack  the  fallen  suff'rer's  end. 
Or  see  the  youth,  the  victim  of  the  power 
Of  heartless  woman  :  he  has  bask'd  his  hour 
In  beauty's  smile  of  sunshine,  till  his  eyes 
Dazzled  hv  light,  ne'er  pierced  the  thin  disguise 
Which  female  coquetry  was  pleased  to  wear 
To  lure  a  feeling  heart  into  the  snare 
Of  hopeless  love  :   then  triumph  in  his  pain 
And  wed  another.     Can  that  man  regain 
His  former  peace  ?     In  vain  resentment  swells 
His  injured  bosom;  'Tis  in  vain  pride  tells 
The  soul  to  rouse  itself,  and  act  a  part 
Worthy  the  man  of  sense.     A  woman's  art 
Has  overthrown  the  firmness  of  his  mind  : 
As  ivy  round  a  ruin'd  column  twined, 
It  only  rises,  strengthens,  to  enclose 
In  shrine  secure  the  object  of  its  woes. 


End  of  Canto  Setond. 


NOTE. 

The  Poem  Ruin,  is  at  present  unfinished,  hut  should  the 
Author  ever  be  induced  to  pullish  a  second  volume  of  his 
Pectus,  it  will  be  concluded. 
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ERRATA. 


Page  30  line  2   for  interupts  read  interrupts 

—     32    —     7     —  then  —     their 

—  49    —  10     —  bloming      —    blooming 

—  65    —    8    —  revaling      —   revailing 

—  79    —  12    —  after  that   —   I 
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